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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Ahem. SO maybe | just like writing about poor Phil moping?? Jeez.. *glowers at plot bunny*® Fucker. 


btw.. this is short. Forgive me! 


"Phill Just a word--" 
"Mr. Collen! Please may we have a word--" 
"Could we get a quick comment-—" 


The voices around me seem so far away, even though the pushy reporters and camera men are right in my 
face. | fight my way through the sea of stuffy suits and microphones and up the stairs. My expression stays 
one of cold stone, unchanging and devoid of all emotion. | shove the door open, slamming it behind me, blocking 
out the unnerving drone of the crowd. My boots echo throughout the lobby of my apartment building as | 

stride quickly to the elevator, shocked that no one followed me. Perhaps, for once, they actually got the point. 


Could they feel sorry for me? Yeah, right. | forgot. They're only worried about their jobs. They'll simply make 
up some story, saying that | was too busy to speak to them, and then the media will slam me for being 
"unkind to my fans.” This is no time to worry about them. Right now | have bigger things on my mind besides 


the popular opinion among the public. 


| press the button that will eventually lead me to my floor, thankful to be traveling alone. The mirror covering 
the walls is cool against my head as | lean against it. I'm mentally and physically exhausted, and every last 


fiber of my sanity is telling me to get into the safety of my apartment and let out my anxiety. 


The bell chimes, and the door opens to allow me to pass through. | step onto the plush blue carpeting, my mind 
hazed with random images of today. It's been a long one, and it's not over yet. | have plans for tonight, mind 
you I'm not so very happy about them. Upon reaching my door, | stick my key in, give the knob a turn, and I'm 
granted entry. 


Instantly the smell of his cologne fills my nasal passages, taking over my senses. It's so very intoxicating. | 
inhale deeply before closing the door behind me, locking it as well. My keys are hung in their usual spot, right 
beside of his. | sigh, throwing my coat over the back of the chair. My heart softens and | pick up the leather 
one just beside of it. Its his coat. God it still smells like him. Of course | don't know why it shouldn't, he only 
wore it just yesterday. | wish | could bring that day back, yesterday. Everything was so different then than it 
is now. The place is so quiet, almost too quiet. | glance at the blinking light on my answering machine before 


turning away. More reporters. That's the last thing | need to hear about. 


The clock above the television strikes eight, and | know if | don't put a move on it, I'll be late. Everyone always 
told me I'd be late for my own funeral. | unbutton my shirt as | disappear into the bedroom, our room. The 
sheets are still in disarray where he slept, wrapped up in them yesterday morning. His pillow still holds the 
indention where his head would lay at night. | smile to myself, recalling how cranky he'd get when I'd steal his 
pillow. The garment slides from my upper body, and is immediately replaced with another button up shirt. It's 
formal, yet subtle, and thats what | planned to go for. My jeans are abandoned and replaced with a pair of 
black slacks and topped off with my black boots. | would've been fine, but my eyes took me to the place | 
vowed | wouldn't look On the bedside table, there he was. It was the picture of us that Joe had taken the night 
| asked Steve to move in with me. He looked so happy then, such a big smile on his face. Things have changed 
since then though. Actually, everything has changed between us. | sit on the edge of the bed on his side, 
holding the picture close to me. God, | can almost feel him in my arms. | can feel the hot tears coming, and | 
don't think | want to stop them this time. My head falls back into his pillow, my face buried in the sweet smell 
of his hair. 


"Steve..." 


| almost expect him to answer, but | know he can't. Absently, | toy with the ring on my finger. He gave it to 

me almost a month ago, and we'd planned to make our love public tonight since that date. It seems like no time 
has passed since then, but in all actuality the world is a different place now. My tears soak the pillow as | hold 
it close to me, sobbing softly in the dimly lit room. The clock in the living room chimes once again, alerting me 


that the time is now eight fifteen. 


This is it. | sit up, wiping my eyes before tearing myself away from his spot. This is really happening, whether 
| like it or not. | step in front of the mirror, running a comb through my hair before spraying it, stepping back 
to make sure nothing is out of place. It's not like it would matter anyway tonight. 


| exit the bathroom, flipping the light off and setting my sights on the picture once again. My heart is racing, 
and my stomach feels like its turned upside down. Taking a quick glance at the clock, | know its time to go. I'd 
rather just stay here and think about him, about me, about what I'm going to do after tonight. | have no idea 
where I'll be after this. My future had always been filled with ideas for the two of us--- | can't do this now. 


Ill start crying again, besides.. | have a funeral to get to. 


